MODERN TRAVEL

mountains, barred with streaks of white, the flakes
whirled and danced and eddied. The black buildings
and chimneys of the whaling station across the harbour
were almost obscured by them but there, on the main-
mast of the old coaling hulk, fluttered, beyond all possi-
bility of doubt, the tattered red flag. This was an
arrangement we had with the old foreman at the station,
who stumped about the whaling slipway on his bowed
legs and tugged at odd lumps of flesh with a whale hook.
When there were whales waiting at the slipway to be
cut up he hoisted the flag so that we, Wheeler and I,
peering through the windows of the Marine Biological
Station a quarter of a mile away across the bay at four-
thirty in the morning, should know that we must turn
out. I put on thick trousers, an equally thick shirt and
two jerseys. The Marine Biological Station was a long,
low, one-storeyed building facing a wide bay on the
other side of which the desolate mountains climbed
steadily upwards to Mount Paget, the highest in the
island, nearly ten thousand feet high. The house con-
sisted of a long L-shaped passage. On one side of one
leg of the L was the laboratory looking over the bay.
On the other the living quarters, sitting-room, dining-
room and bedrooms. The kitchen and other bedrooms
lay off the other leg of the L. In the dining-room
Wheeler was sitting, clad also in thick jersey and trousers,
brooding at half-past four in the morning over a cup
of cocoa. There was a cup for me and I drank it while
King George, in his deal frame, gazed down upon us
in full admiral's uniform. Above him on the deal frame
was a little gilt crown on a little gilt cushion to show
that it was indeed a royal portrait. On this ornament
I fastened my eyes nearly every morning for two southern
summers. When the cocoa had been gulped down we
rose, and, still in complete liver-bound silence, for it
was only a quarter-past five even now, went into the
rough laboratory, adjoining the main laboratory, to put
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